The pictures that sit on the black lid of my grandmother's Steinway piano are the family scrapbook. They tell the story of generations of Wilkinsons, Hallams, and Carrolls, all intermixed as if the family lineage that orders them has slipped into oblivion. Cousins, aunts, godmothers, and great great uncles-these are the nameless faces that stare back through the weathered wooden frames. However, among these moments frozen in time is one photo that continues to catch my attention. It is a family portrait of sorts. My grandfather, Harry Wilkinson, stands center, dressed in white patent leather shoes, plaid pants, and an argyle sweater; his hair is hapless and his lips depressed. On either side of him stand my grandmother, my mother, and his two sons with smiles all around. From the outside looking in, all seems well in 1970s suburbia. But there are two sides to every story. Harry was arrested for fraud in 1976, for theft in 1982, and conspiracy to commit grand larceny in 1984. The police reports detail a man who was thrifty in his ways-he used the homeless, stole from the family, and worked with his "business partners" to buy and sell property. However the pictures tell a different story. Here, we see a man who was sweet, loving, and kind-a man who started a shelter, who gave people hope, who helped others transform their
Cornwall was where the family started. It's where my mother and her brother David were born and raised and where the joyful memories of childhood were made. Harry was a Methodist minister who had served the Cornwall United Methodist Church for twelve years prior to my mother's birth, and was considered a community fixture by many. Every Sunday morning, he preached the good word of the Lord, and on Saturday evenings, members of the congregation would come to the parsonage for dinner and the rich smells of my grandmother's pot roast would rise through the rafters. In 1967, the Wilkinsons were a God loving family committed to supporting Harry's spiritual pursuits. These were the happy times. Harry was arrested for fraud in 1976, for theft in 1982, and conspiracy to commit grand larceny in 1984. The police reports detail a man who was thrifty in his ways-he used the homeless, stole from the family, and worked with his "business partners" to buy and sell property. However the pictures tell a different story. Here, we see a man who was sweet, loving, and kind-a man who started a shelter, who gave people hope, who helped others transform their lives. The damage is hidden from view. While Harry swindled his way from job to job and in and out of jail, the family suffered from bankruptcy. My mother took on two summer jobs, her brother quit baseball, and my grandmother kept the home, covering the scars on the walls with patterned wallpaper and tangerine paint. 
The wedding party is arranged on the front steps of the Harleysville United Methodist Church with my mother and father standing center. It is fall in Southeastern Pennsylvania and the leaves are just starting to take on their autumn hues. My grandmother stands to the right of my mother along with her two brothers, but Harry is nowhere in sight.
The story goes that Harry was at home with the flu, but this is a lie. The truth: Harry was not invited.
Five years prior in 1981, my mother had confronted Harry about his sexuality. He had always been an eccentric dresser, but rumors had started to spread of Harry's involvement with other men. Taking long weekends in New Jersey to visit friends, Harry would frequently leave the family and return with little to tell. However, what tore my mother from Harry was neither his sexuality nor even his infidelity, but rather his abuse. Harry was a pedophile; he preyed on children in the neighborhood, at the Church, at the local homeless shelter, and the community protected him. While he was emotionally degrading to the family and physically abusive towards his sons, the family stayed quiet. Twenty-one years later, I see some of Harry within me. My love of music, my devotion to God, and my humility are all traits we share. While the negative consequences of Harry's demons still haunt my family today, Harry continues to be missed for his humorous and eccentric style. The clothes, the ministry, and the music-these are the things we remember-and these are the things that will live forever in the family scrapbook on the back of my grandmother's piano.
